7 be mofl lamentable Trope die 

Reft on my word, and let not difeontent 
Dawn t all yoiir hopes : M adame he comforts you , 

Can make you greater then theQueeneof Gothesi 
Lauinia you are not difplcafd with this. 

Lauinia. Notlmy Lord.fieh true Nobilitie, 
Warrants thefc words in princely curtefic. 

Satur. Thankes fwcete Lauima t Romans let vs »oe, 
Raunfomles heere we fet our prifoner* free, 

Proclaime our honours Lords with trumpe and Drum. 
Bafsianus. Lord Thus by your lcaue, this maid is mine. 
Titus. How fir, are you incarneft then my Lord* 
Bafsia . I noble T;r«J,andrefolu’d withall. 

To doe my felfe this reafon and this right. 

Marcus. Suum euiauam is our Rorftanc iuftice, 

This Prince in iuftice ceazeth but his owne. 

Lucius. And that he will and (hall, if A#««jliue. 
Titus. T ray tors auaunt, where is the Empcrours gard? 
Treafon my Lord, Laumiaii furprifdc, 

Sasur. Surprifdc, by whome? 

Bafsia. By iiiinthatiuftly may 
Beare his betrothd,from all the world away. 

tAiutius. Brothers Lelpc to conuey her hence away, 
And with my fword He keepe this doorc fafe. 

Titus. Follow my Lord, and He foone bringherback, 
Mutiut. My Lord you paflenotheere. 

Titus, What villaine boy, batft me my way in Rome? 
Mutiut Helpe Lucius helps, He kills him. 

Lucius, My Lord you arc vniuft, and more then fo, 

In wrongfull quarrell you haue flaine your fonne. 

Titus. Nor thou, r.or he are any fonnes of mine. 

My fonnes would neuer fo dishonour me. 

Tray tor reftorc Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Lucius. Dead if you will but not to be his wife, 
Thatisanothers lawful! promiftloue. 



ofTimAndroniau, 

Enter aloft the Emperour with T amor a 
fames* and Aron the Moore. 

Emperour, No Thus, no, the Emperc 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftocke •' 
lie truft by ieifure him that mocks mepnee, 

Thee neuer, nor thy trayterous haughty foi 

Confederates all thus to di (honour me. 

Was none in Rome to make a ftale 
But Saturnine t Full v/e\\ , ‘Andronicut 
Agree thefe deeds, with thatproud bragge* 

Tli at faidft I begd the Eropireat thy hands. 

Titus. O monftrous, what rcprochfull w eras a re 
Satur. But goe thy wayes.goe giuethat changing pceccj 
To him that flourilht for her with his fword i 
A valiant fonne in lavtf thou fhalr enioy. 

One, fit to bandy with thy lawlefle fonnes. 

To ruffle in the Common- wealth of Rome. 

Titus. Thefe words are razors to my wounded ha rt . 

Satut Andthereforclouely Tamara Qiieencof Gochcs, 
That like the ftately Thebe mongft her Nimphs, 

Dofi oucrfliine the gallant’ ft Dames of Rome, 

If thou be pleafd with this my fodainc choyfe. 

Behold I choofe thee Tamara for nay Bride, 

And will create cheeEmpercflcofRomc. 

Speake QueeneofGothes cioft thou applaud my choyfe? 
And heere I fweare by all the Romaine Gods, 

Sith Prieft and holy water are foneere, 

And tapersburne {o bright, and euery thing 
Inreadinesfor Hymeneus (land, 

I willnot refalute the ftrects of Rome, 

Or climemyPailace,til from forth this place, 

I lead efpoufde my Bride along with ms. 

T *moraT And heere in fight of heauen to Rome 1 fweare. 
If Saturnine aduancc,che Queene oiGothcs, 



